THE   WIND

"When the wind blows
Shaken is all the earth
Out of its lethargy
Into youthful mirth.

Once more field and flower,
Humanity and cloud
Banish their brooding dreams
To cry and laugh aloud.

Even my limp soul,
Like this pool-mirrored tree,
Now that the wind blows,
Quivers in ecstasy.
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